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A Canadian Poet 

ago. Perhaps this one, Darkness, is as representative 
as any of the briefer poems: 

It seems to be a foregone conclusion 

That if I worship the new gods 

Sincerely, in the sunshine, 

I must not pray in the moonlight 

By the shrines of the old gods, 

Where the cherry blossoms still shine. 

But sometimes, in the darkness, 

I mistake the shrines; 

And I kneel and pray, and the gods speak to me. 

And until I breathe suddenly 

The scent of the cherry blossoms, 

I do not know whether they are really 

The old or the new shrines. 

And by then I have wept, and prayed, 

And been answered. 

So what does it matter? 

No, a few extracts are not enough. The book has un- 
usual unity and personality. To make friends with the 
poet one should read it all. H. M. 

CROSS PURPOSES 

Igdrasil, by Royall Snow. Four Seas Co. 

Igdrasil is an attempt, a sincere attempt, at grafting 
together the new and the old manners; but because 
temperamentally Mr. Snow is a romantic and to an 
extent a moralist, and because the infusion of the new 
has not been basic, Igdrasil is after all reactionary. It 
is when the formal device becomes a habit, and appears 
in the creative synthesis simultaneously with image and 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

idea, that it has matured. I speak of the poet who, in 
schooling himself, has been conscious and determined 
enough to forego using esthetic and mental experiences 
which are not individual as well as common. Man in 
love, for instance, has been done and done again many 
times; here certainly the poet must have a new reaction 
to offer, or be able by association of image to carry the 
old thought successfully into a new context. Emotion 
alone will not do the trick. But poetry is a well that is 
never exhausted, for after many empty pails came The 
Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock. Royall Snow, in his 
love poetry, is too much the idealist, too little the psy- 
chologist. One must not be deluded by his natural ear 
and excellent memory for sound per se. This must be 
inherent in the poet as in the musician; as well praise a 
singer for being able to carry a tune. Rhapsody for a 
Girl is the best of the love poems. 

I pass over the excursions into the romantic: A Vision 
of Dead Ladies, Salome and Herod, Omar's Grave. I pass 
over also such lines as — 

Here where we together used to lie 
and 

They have the unplumbed cleanness of the uncaressed — 

and come at last to the City Sketches, all interesting but- 
one, Vista, which is not concrete enough. These are 
objective and economical as well as original; one wishes 
there were more of them. For example, Flirtation: 
Sluggishly the city 
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Cross Purposes 

Draws her head back of a fan of night mists 
To hide her yawns, while with her thousand eyes 
She coquettes lazily with the river. 

In the last analysis these sketches are doubtless prose 
divided with precision into short lines. An Old Old Story 
includes several apt phrases. As for Humanity — 

A poor devil of a puppy 
Staring, half-intelligent, 
Out of great hungry eyes — 

here, as well as in the rest of it, the comparison is only too 
neatly hit upon. Mr. Snow is at his best when he effaces 
himself and looks on, when he notes down an observation 
without perverting it into a text. Pearl Andelson 

THE POET AND INSPIRATION 

Le Poite et V Inspiration, by Francis Jammes. Gomes, 
Nimes, France. 

The poet is that pilgrim sent down to earth by God to discover what 
may remain of our lost Paradise and of Heaven regained. 

The poet is that beggar seated at noon on the steps of the old garden 
where the first man and the first woman were so beautiful. He holds in 
his hand his wooden bowl, and, his dog at his feet, asks of the heedless 
passerby, and even of God, alms of the beauty which was, which is and 
which shall be. . . . 

The poet is he who watches, through the high grill of the parky the 
couples blurred in the evening blue; and who hears the frail invitation 
of the mandolins. He is not bidden to the feast; but the white con- 
volvulus rises over the gate from the shadows, leans toward him who 
alone knows all its honey and all its warm snow. And, while the tender 
murmurs of maidens drown the song of the nightingale, that song is yet 
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